A lamentable new Ballad the Earle of Ex his death, 
To the tune of, The 2 good night. je * 
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LL pou that #p, O hone O hone 
came now & ſing O Lozd with me 
Foz why our Jewell is from bs gone, 
the valiant Knight of Chinalrp : 
Ok rich and paze beloued was he, 
in time an bonourable Knight : 
When by our Lawes conderan'd was he 
and lately tooke his laſt good-night, 


Count him not like to Campion, 
(tbeſe traiterons men) et Babington 
Noz like the Earle of Weſtwerland, 
by whom a number were bndone : 
De neuer pet hurt mothers ſon, : 
dus quarell ſtil mautain d the right , 
which maks the teares my cheks down 
when I think on his laſt goodnight.(run 


The Portingals can witneſſe be, 
dis Dagger at Lisbone gate he flang 
And like a Knight of Chinalry, 
bis Chaine vpon the ſame he hung, 
would God that he would thither come 
fo fetch them bath in ozder right, 
Which thing was by his honour done, 
yet lately tooke his taſt.good-night, 
The Frenchmen they can teſtiſle, 
the Towne of Gourn:y he take in, 
And march*d to Rone immediatelp, 
not caring foz his foes a pin : 
with bullets then de pierc'd their skin 
aud made them flee facre fro his light 
He at that time dia credit win, 
and now hath tane his laſt goodnight. 


And ately Cales tau witneTe well, 
even by his Pzoclamation tigt: 
He did command them all ftraicly, 
to haue a care of Jafants ines 2 
dat unde ſhonld raniſh maid no; wite 
wdꝛcd was again their obuet right, 
Therefore they pray*2 H his Jang life 
nich lacly cooke his lalt goodrnught. 


1 Py TLoꝛos. quoth he, you 


would God he had nere Ite 
no; ſet his fat on Flande 
Then mighe we well entoy 
where now our ie wel wil not 
Which makes our woes fil 
frickling with ſalt teares in 
to heare his name in our ea 
Lord Deuereuæ took his laſt gods 


whe he came fozth of bis chamber 
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Vpon a Scaffold there he (a 11 


dis head ſu ũ ſtauding him 
The Nobles all they did 
He ſaid farewell to richand pod 
at his good-motrow and 


perfozmeance of the 
that haue deſern'd to 
and peeld my life bnto the 
I haae deſeru d to dye. I 
bat cere againſt my Countriogh 
Nor to my was ncuce ſoe, 
vpon my death at my good-nig 
farewel Elizabeth mp gracious$ 
— 
arewell pon Buigdts of CH 
farewell my Soulaters dont a" 
Farewell the Commons great 
into the of men J light. * 
My life ſhall make amends for all, 
for Eſſex bids the world good · 
Farewell deare tote s childzen 


farewell mp pong and tender fi 
C$fozt your ſelues mourns not fi 


——ů—ů— 
ee ing by my tall you are vn 
your father bids the wotld 
Dericke,thou no wei at Cales 
ty lite. lot foz a Kape there den 
thine owne hand thz & 4 Py 

But now thou ſeaſt my time is ems; 

by chance into thy hands J "= | 
Strike out the blow, that l may . 
thou Edex lou d at his good · dig. 
—— * 


na to the Air gin Mary I, * 
But to which fo; my fins 
ſad teates in his 


* 


tri⸗ 
K ——— to God on hi, 


Lord leſus receine my ſoule this big 
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